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Summary: A friendship that roared into a fiery situation of 
kidnapping and experimentation. Can Dr. Johnathon Crane handle his 
own creation? Can Dr. Nirvana Nelson survive longest night of her 
life? With villains coming from the wood works to get their hands on 
the newest recruit into the underbelly of Gotham City. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Hey guys! My name is Sam and I am the author of this story. This 
all started from a dream I had about a day ago and between my 
boyfriend who is a Batman fanatic and my future roommate who is a 
Batman Encyclopedia, they both said I should turn it into a fan 
fiction and we could see how the rest of the Batman fans on here felt 
about it! Just as a heads up, this will be written in first and third 

person. It will capture the point of view from each character. 

* * 


**This story takes place more in a free universe. Think Arkham Video 
Games Joker and Harley and Penguin and so on but think of a more 
Scarecrow. A Scarecrow before he got caught. The main characters in 
this story will Johnathon Crane/OC. As the story continues more 
Batman universe characters will be introduced, such as Joker, Poison 
Ivy, Penguin, Riddler, Bane, Dick Grayson (as Nightwing) , Jim Gordon, 
etc etc etc.** 

**Please note that I am 100% okay with critisim. I love it when 
someone takes the time to help me become a better writer but I do not 
do well with someone being rude. So please feel free to leave 
comments with advice but make them constructive because if they are 
mean I'll cry D: ** 

**And without further ado, I present, Nox** 

Life was hard in Gotham. It was always hard in Gotham, between the 
poverty that sat above all those below the Waynes and every other 



famous family with riches beyond most of the imaginations of all 
those beneath them and the crime of those who were either desperate 
or insane, it has never been an easy task to remain calm. The worst 
of it all remained nestled between the under belly of the city, the 
slums of Gotham. The Narrows. It reeked of sadness, depression, and 
death. It seemed the sun never even shined on the streets. Just grey 
skies and darkness. No stars shone on the dirty faces living in its 
disgusting habitat of robbery and murder. 

Sometimes people could claw themselves out of the dirt and grime but 
it was so rare that when it happens, no one ever believed that person 
would remain out of the slums for too long. That had always been the 
case with Nirvana. A woman born who sat above her classmates all 
through high school, with an above 4.0 all four years, that she was 
able to get a partial ride to Harvard. With the help of the Wayne 
Education Fund, the rest of her expenses were paid for. She went off 
to college and focused her studies on Psychology and Criminology. She 
used every dime she could from her scholarships and grants and 8 
years later, at the age of 26, she walked out with her doctorate in 
both subjects. But she knew her greatness would never lie in the posh 
hospitals of Massachusetts or sitting in a small office with a part 
ownership with someone else. No. She knew exactly where she belonged. 
So she took the last of her money she earned working side jobs during 
college and moved back to Gotham. Many would assume that being raised 
in the Narrows would have been enough to keep her away forever but 
instead she came sprinting back. Right to her new home. Arkham 
Asylum . 

The screams and cries of the mentally insane and the threats of the 
diabolical criminals behind its padded walls were something most 
people ran from but Nirvana... She had a special place in her heart 
for Gotham. She needed to help it's ragged underlings, whether to 
help heal them or to help the people of the city by keeping them 
behind the walls of the asylum. Her mission was to help the city even 
in this small way. She wanted to become something great for the city 
of Gotham. She hoped it would be within Arkham. Her ideals were 
noble. If not a bit naive. 

She got the opportunity with ease and when she had passed the others 
interviewing, she hadn't seen much competition. Not to toot her own 
horn, but she could see true competition a mile away and only saw one 
man she felt had a chance against her. She noticed him quickly. A 
lanky body yet not unhealthy. Dark brown hair and when he looked up 
as she walked by, she found a pair of startling blue eyes looking 
into her fierce green ones. She was almost taken back by the awkward 
structure of his face. High cheekbones with a gaunt appearance to his 
cheeks. His nose was thin and his lips were large, strangely so in 
comparison to his delicate face. She continued her stride right past 
him and she thought nothing more about him afterwards . 

When she got the call for a second interview, she had dressed in her 
most professional. Her long black hair was draped over her shoulder, 
straight as a pin and glossy in the light. Her face was painted in a 
modest amount of make up. Green eyes framed by long black eyelashes 
and dark brown eye liner. She wore a black dress suit with a pop of 
gold in her earrings and wrist watch. With her sleeves rolled up and 
her shoulders straight with an air of confidence around her, she 
walked back into Arkham for the second time. Ready to dominate 
whoever they thought would do well against her. 



She walked into the head office and saw no one around. She believed 
for a moment that the second interview was just a formality. She had 
already gotten the job. But even if this wasn't true, she already had 
an interview set up for Black Gate Prison as the head psychiatrist 
there. She soon heard the doors open however, and in walked the lanky 
man, dressed in a black suit with a silver tie. His eyes caught hers 
and she smiled directly at him and he stayed stoic but a smirk 
appeared on his full lips. He moved and took a seat across from her 
in the lobby. After this, they remained mostly silent aside from 
polite small talk. The noise echoing around the Asylum was enough to 
break the silence and the two sat comfortably across from one 
another. She glanced over as the man reached down and pulled up his 
brief case. He pulled out a folder and flipped it open and kept his 
eyes down. 

She gently tilted her head before realizing he was looking at his 
resume. She smirked slightly. 

"I feel like no matter how many times I redo my resume, it never 
looks the way I want it to, " she stated coolly, picking up her own 
black folder and flipping to the first page, "I feel like paper 
doesn't really do my mind justice, I suppose," she added, shaking her 
head before looking up at him. His crystal eyes seemed to glow under 
the flickering florescent as he gave a very small smile when he 
answered . 

"I know what you mean. How am I supposed to clearly show how amazing 
I am by handing someone a piece of paper, " he stated, a condescending 
air to his voice. The tone of his voice was both soothing and enough 
to keep someone on edge. Nirvana smirked at his reply before handing 
her resume to him. 

"Let's switch. I always liked to learn about the people I'm better 
than, " she stated coolly, a perfectly shaped eyebrow raised and a 
smirk playing on her pink lips. When his eyes looked at the folder, 
she wiggled it slightly and added, "Come on, it won't bite," she put 
her hand out for his resume and he quickly slipped his folder into 
her hand while he took hers. 

She sat back in her chair and opened his resume with gentle hands, 
not wanting to mess up the pages. The paper was thick and sturdy and 
the ink had an indent upon the pages in a dark black color. She ran 
her fingers over the words gently before they lingered on his name, 
"Doctor Johnathon Crane. What a wonderful name," she stated out loud 
though not to get a response out of him. His voice came up after 
hers . 

"Doctor Nirvana Nelson, " he stated, "Graduated top of her class from 
Havard with a doctorate in Psychology and Criminology." 

"Gotham State University. Graduated top of his class in... let's see. 
Psychology and Medicine, " she added as she continued, looking through 
his resume. 

"Worked as an assistant in a psychology office in Massachusetts, as 
well as worked as a reporter for a local news paper. Did on the side 
work at Mass. Penitentiary as a psychologist for inmates and also did 
a few classes within the FBI for profiling serial killers," Dr. Crane 
added softly before looking up at her with interested eyes, "Why come 
back to Gotham at all. Dr. Nelson?" 



She looked up at him with a small smile before her eyes went back 
down to his resume, "You also work as a professor of Psychology at 
Gotham State University, " she added, before her own eyes looked back 
at his, "Why stay in Gotham with a resume this extensive. Dr. 

Crane? " 

He furrowed together for a moment before that same stoic expression 
plastered on his face and he looked back down at her resume and kept 
reading. She did the same, leaving the subject where it layed. They 
stayed silent again before hearing the footsteps that approached them 
both and they looked up to see a stout woman with grey hair and in 
nurse scrubs bustling towards them, "Are you the new hires then?" She 
asked, her voice giving away that she had no intention of her time 
being wasted. 

"Yes, " both answered, subtly handing back each others resumes before 
standing up. So Nirvana was right. The 'second interview' was merely 
a formality. 

"Well let's go, I don't have all day. We've got big guests coming in 
today and you'll both be dealing with them so be prepared," she 
stated before bustling her way back down the hall with Crane and 
Nelson in tow. Both looked at one another before smirking at one 
another . 

"Good to work with you. Dr. Crane," Nirvana stated politely but her 
smirk still stayed on her lips. 

"You as well, Dr. Nelson," he replied back, pushing his hair out of 
his face as they walked a fast pace to follow the short woman. 

They moved through the asylum with quick steps. They were shown their 
lockers and both quickly stowed away their things and we're on the 
move again. The tiny woman showed them each level of the asylum by 
pointing them out on the elevator but neither doctor took a step on 
that level and were told to ride the elevator to the bottom floor. 
This floor belonged to maximum security inmates. 

"Since you're both _sooo_ well trained, they decided you'd be better 
use with the scum. You'll meet a man named Cash down there. He'll 
take you the rest of the way, " the woman snipped, her disdain obvious 
in her tone. Both Doctors thanked her. They stepped into the elevator 
and waited for the doors to close before looking at each other and 
then looking back to the cold elevator doors as they shut tightly and 
rattled it's way down to the bottom floor. 

**And that is the first episode! I know it's not a super exciting 
first chapter but I was hoping to set the stage and the main 
character. It will pick up the pace within the next chapter.** 


2 . Chapter 2 

**So we have a couple of new characters being introduced in this 
chapter but not much detail will be given to this but as a way to 
welcome both doctors directly into the fold. Both villains mentioned 
will take more after the Arkham-verse . * * 


**I hope you enjoy and I would love feedback!** 



The sound of their footsteps almost made the place sound like home 
immediately. When they stepped out of the elevator, they walked with 
matching strides down, even in pace, steps hitting the loud tile 
floor with an authoritative thump that seemed to rattle to its bones. 
Dr. Crane and Dr. Nelson kept their eyes set ahead of them. The two 
almost seemed like kin, with their dark hair, pale skin, and bright 
eyes, only differing in body types. The wiry man off set by the 
curvaceous woman. They stayed silent as Dr. Crane opened the door for 
her politely and she nodded gratefully, stepping through the doorway 
to see an average looking man. With dark weathered skin and tired yet 
serious eyes, he wore a security outfit with his hands tucked behind 
his back and his head straight forward as he took in the new 
recruits. His brown eyes traveled each before giving a slight roll of 
his eyes. Both doctors straightened their stance as both caught wind 
of this small facial movement. They were psychologists. Seeing things 
for what they really were is what they do. When he spoke, his voice 
held a gruff air to it, a voice of a man who had seen his fair share 
in his life. 

"So these are the new recruits? Hopefully you'll last more than one 
day, unlike the other ones, " the man spoke coolly, his voice giving 
away to strong sarcasm as he moved over to a metal table in the room 
when he took his hands out from behind his back, both Nirvana and 
Jonathan took subtle note to a two-pronged hook taking the place of 
where a hand should have been. "My name is Aaron Cash. I am the head 
security here at Arkham and what I says goes. I don't believe in the 
rehabilitation of these monsters, but someone with a lot of money 
does. You two lucky shots have gotten the great task of dealing with 
the worst of the worst. But you need more than a degree and good 
credentials to make it out of here alive every day, " he spoke bluntly 
and boredly, as if he had done this speech a thousand times before. 
Both doctors simply nodded and waited for Cash to continue. 

"Today we are getting two especially violent inmates, and you have 
the privilege of working with either or. I left that decision up to 
the both of you. Both are return inmates and both are extreme flight 
risks. Your jobs will be to keep them calm and help avoid agitation. 
Trust me when I saw you will fail this task but as long as you do 
your damndest to keep them off the streets, you'll be fine. First of 
the group is thing by the name of Victor Zsasz, " as Cash said the 
name, he picked up the folder with his present hand and first gave it 
to Nirvana. She leafed through the folder quietly as Cash continued 
to speak, "Zsasz is an interesting case of schizophrenia and self 
mutilation. He is a recorded serial killer with many notches under 
his belt, and on his arms, and chest, and anywhere he can carve a 
tally mark into. He is particularly fond of women and children as his 
victim fodder, so I'd suggest you take that one. Crane," Cash 
finished as as Nirvana handed the file to the other. 

"We'll see," she stated calmly, smiling slightly, she nodded towards 
the other folder, "and the other?" 

"He goes by the name of Bane, why he is even here, I could not tell 
you, he belongs to Blackgate in my opinion, but they put him here 
anyway. He is strong, very strong. In fact, he will be frightening to 
you when you first see ' im, I guarantee it. He hasn't come down his 
high yet and he is very irritable at the moment. But we have him 
under lock and key. Dr. Nelson, I believe you'd be a better fit for 
them, " Cash stated casually as he handed the file to her first 



again . 


"And why do you think that, sir?" She asked coolly, keeping her eyes 
on the file as she opened it and looked through the 
information . 

"I'll be honest and tell you I'm not entirely sure. But I think you'd 
be a good fit, " Cash admitted with a nod. Nirvana nodded and looked 
through the file carefully. 

"Well, I believe you may be right. I have experience working with 
people with addictive personalities and also histories of violence. 
But I don't believe I would get anywhere with Zsasz. I think Dr. 

Crane would be more suited. Though I suppose neither will hesitate to 
kill us either way so, " Nirvana glanced at her coworker waiting for 
input . 

"Yes I believe you're right. Dr. Nelson. Zsasz may have a hard time 
opening up to you because of your gender. He may be too... 
distracted," Jonathan agreed, a slight nod as he held Zsasz 's folder 
in his hand, "I'll take Zsasz and we'll see." 

Nirvana nodded as well and looked at Cash, "I'll believe we have come 
to a decision. Lead the way," she stated with a broad smile on her 
lips . 

"Walk down this hallway go through the large metal doors at the end, 
pass code is your birthday. Crane you're on the left. Nelson on the 
right. Good luck." 

Both said polite thank yous and began down the hallway. Their steps 
fell in time again, smooth strides. Confident auras. When entering 
their pass codes for the metal door as Cash instructed. Nirvana 
quietly stated, "You wanted Bane, didn't you?" 

Crane stayed quiet for a long moment as he moved towards his door. 
Nirvana thought he chose to ignore her but before opening the door, 
two security guards quickly coming behind him to escorts him inside 
and act as protection, he turned to her and nodded, "I really did 
actually. But you are right, it will work better this way," Crane 
turned the doorknob gently, "I find his venom serum fascinating. Try 
to find out what's in it for me." And with that he entered the room, 
not so much as a pen and paper in hand and the door quietly shut 
behind him. 

Nirvana stood at the door listening gently as she heard guards 
talking inside the room, talking about her new patient. Huge, they 
said. Godly, even. She turned the door knob to her own door and 
stepped inside, opening up her own future. She saw the large man 
sitting hunched over in his chair, his eyes suddenly focused on her 
upon entering. She smiled gently and moved towards the table and sat 
down quietly. 

That room became her home for the next 2 years though her patient had 
escaped the next week. However, Arkham always seemed to go through 
the same cycle of inmates. One may escape but another would return. 
She worked with many; Edward Nigma, Pamela Isley, Harleen Quinzel 
(before and after her fall), and many others. Only big name patients 
came through hers and Crane's door in that hallway. 



It was only when her most notorious patient came in that things 
turned to trouble. It was only when she met the clown that things 
turned a little too funny. 

**I promise from here it picks up. We get to Crane getting his 
promotion (yay!) and Nelson taking on his inmates and her capture. It 
is a few chapters long and a little wordy but it'll be quite the 
ride ! ** 


End 
f ile . 



